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Heiney 


Whitman's  Lincoln 


'.7hen  lilacs  last  in  the 
do or y grd  bloom' d" 


.  «  • 

Whitman's  Lincoln  I 


"When  lilacs  last  in  the  dooryard 
bloom'd 

And  the  great  star  .  .  droop  d  in 
the  western  sky  .  . 
O  good  gray  poet,  your  hopes  were 
doom'd 

When  you  saw  your  Captain, 
bleeding,  lie 
So  cold  and  still;  when  the  cannon 
taoom'd, 

And  the  sad  bells  tolled  a  mournful 
knell, 

And  the  flag,  half-mast,  waved  a 
last  farewell. 

O  good  gray  poet,  be  comforted; 
His  still  form  lies  in  its  marble 
tomb, 

And  still  is  the  tender  heart  that 


With  anguish  amid  the  awful  gloom 
Of  war;  but  his  Spirit  is  not  dead; 
It  lives  in  the  hearts  of  men  today; 
God  grant  it  shall  live  in  their 


bled 


Hensey,  Alice  Ferrin  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  "All  states  have  had 

in  each  recorded  ap 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 

AH  states  have  had,  in  each  recorded  age, 
Bombastic  figures  on  the  public  stage; 
How  they  d.d  surge  and  rave,  or  strut 

and  preen — 
And  sought  to  dominate  the  public  scene. 

Where  is  the  glitter  of  their  tinsel  names? 
And  where  the  dazzle  of  their  neon  flames? 
Where  blows  the  dust  of  their  once-rosy 
fames? 

— In  whispers  only,  which  the  record  shames. 

Prepared,  apart,  supreme  in  honest  worth. 
Here  Lincoln  stands, — of  plain  and  hum- 
ble birth; 

His  were  high  fearlessness  and  dignity — 
A  soul  washed  free  of  all  malignity. 

He  fired   a   torch  with   freedom's  hot-  , 

white  flame, 
And   all  men   everywhere   rehearse  his 

fame — 

Seers,  plain  folk,  kings, — all  boast  a  com- 
mon claim, 

— To  crown  with  homage  this  majestic 
name.. 
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— Alice  Ferrin  Hensey. 


Hensey,  Alice  Fierrin 


LINCOLN  LADS 


"Yes,  Lincoln  wills  us  to  "be 
Freel ■ 


LINCOLN  LADS 


ES,  Lincoln,  wills  us  to  be  free! 


1   He  shows  the  way  for  you  and  me, 
And  every  son  of  our  great  land, 
For  Liberty  to  stand — and  STANDI 

Oh,  never  on  our  country's  shore, 
Or  in  its  very  heart  and  core, 
Shall  alien  enemies  enslave 
An  honest  people,  wise  and  brave. 

So,  Lads  be  vigilant!  and  leap 
To  Duty,  least  the  tyrant  creep 
Within  our  dear  land's  gracious  door — 
And  our  free  race  be  free  no  more. 


 Al,ICK  FlERRIN  HENSEY, 
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A  IIHCOLK  DAY  APPEAL       "There  is  a  spotted  fever 

in  the  blood" 


PAPER 
TOWN. 

ILL. 

date  THa^xrl  *y  1Q 


THE  POETS1 
COLUMN 


A  LINCOLN  DAY  APPEAL 

There  is  a  spotted  fever  in  the 
blood 

And  flesh  of  Lincoln's  mighty 
State, 

The  virus  of  Strong  Drink's  mali- 
gant  flood 

Pours  thru  its  veins  fierce  and 
insatiate. 

The  Evil  that  her  great  and  wis- 
est son 

Hated    co-equal    with    the  whip 

and  chain 
Has  marked  for  slavish  bondage 

everyone 
Upon  her  far-flung  Prairie  Plain. 
But  Emancipation's  pen  is  in  our 

hand 

And  in  the  voting  booth,  that  ark 
divine, 

The  parchment  that  shall  free 

the  land 
Is  unrolled  for  all  men  to  sign. 
Come,  Illinois,  in  mighty  Lin- 
coln's name, 
And  with  our  votes  wipe  out 
this  shame 
February  12th  1946.    Frank  Earl 
Frank   Earl  Herrick 
Wheaton,  Illinois 
February  12th  1946 


rrick,  Frank  Earl 


THE  LIKCOLN  TOMB      "Here  is  a  mighty  nation's  heart. 


THE  LINCOLN  TOMB. 


(Springfield,  Illinois.) 
Here  is  a  mighty  nation's  heart, 

The  Mecca  of  its  pilgrim  feet, 
In  bronze  and  marble's  master  art, 

Awesome,  majestic,  silent,  sweet! 

Men  talk  in  whispers  'round  this  shrine 
As  though  it  were  a  place  of  prayer ; 

For  one  who  was  mortal  divine, 
Time's  noblest  son,  is  sleeping  there! 

The  boundless  prairies  'round  him  keep 

Eternal  vigil,  deathless,  true, 
And  stars  are  sentries  o'er  his  sleep, 

In  skies  and  flags  of  loyal  blue ! 

Frank  Earl  Heirick. 


Herrick,  Frank  Earl  RICHARD  E.  LOCKE       "A  lawyer,  Lincoln-like  and  tall," 


RICHARD  F.  LOCKE 
Glen  Ellyn,  III. 

A  lawyer,  Lincoln-like  and  tall, 

Beloved  by  everyone, 
Upon  his  graying  temples  fall 

The  lights  of  star  and  sun. 

As  a  great  cedar  lifts  its  crest 

Above  the  hillside  pine 
He  towers  over  all  the  rest 

Majestic,  graceful,  fine. 

He  keeps  a  tranquil  equipoise 

In  the  Courts  of  DuPage 
'Mid  the  contention  and  the  noise 

Where  legal  battles  rage. 

In  jurisprudence  deeply  read, 

In  Reason's  art  refined, 
His  qualities  of  heart  and  head 

Are  perfectly  combined. 

The  Sangamon  is  in  his  veins, 

The  serious  and  gay, 
The  calm  of  the  prairie  plains, 

The  open  smile  of  day. 

Richard  Locke,  take  from  my  pen 
The  judgment  of  your  peers— 
"One  of  the  very  finest  men 

We've  met  in  all  the  years." 
Wheaton,  Illinois.  — FRANK  EARL  HERRICK. 
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Hesseltine,  VT.  B. 


Lincoln  Also  Poety 
Hesseltine  Says 


Abraham  Lincoln,  the  "great 
emancipator,"  also  was  "the 
greatest  poet  who  ever  lived," 
W.  B.  Hesseltine,  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Wisconsin  history 
department,  fold  Edgewood 
academy  alumni  in  a  meeting 
Tuesday. 

"Lincoln  had  the  ability  to 
choose  words,  the  precision  in 
timing,  and  the  thorough 
knowledge  of  human  nature 
which  make  a  man  a  great 
poet,"  the  professor  said.  "He 
was  a  man  who  always  spoke 
in  parables  and  who  had  an 
'earthy'  sense  of  humor." 


State  Journal, 
Madison  Feb  14  194 


The  Eyes  of  Lincoln 


"Ungainly,  gaunt,  and 
long  of  arm" 


I 


THE  EYES  OF  LINCOLN. 

Ungainly,  gaunt,  and  long  of  arm, 
And  long  of  limb,  large  hands  and 
feet;  Twi--tUL"- 

Rustic  in  look,  devoid  of  charm; 

Such  was  the  Lincoln  of  the  street. 

Despised  and  scorned  by  not  a  few, 
He  bore  no  malice  in  his  breast, 

Though  termed  by  those  who  thought 
they  knew, 
"A  third-rate  lawyer  of  the  West." 

These  noted  not  that  there  may  be, 
In  gait  ungainly,  body  crude, 

A  glory  that  we  cannot  see; 
A  soul  with  majesty  imbued. 

The  noble  brow,  the  dauntless  chin, 
His  sober,  Clear  and  steadfast  eyes, 

Reveal  those  forces,  deep  within, 
"Which  made  him  strong  and  kind  and 
wise. 

The  tinsel  trappings  of  pretense 

Were  shrivelled  in  his  steady  gaze; 

And  the  sublime  of  common  sense 
Was  his  in  all  his  public  ways. 

If.  ''.#.,"        ■  ■'       ■  ••.<• 

Alone,  but  not  from  men  aloof, 
He  dwelt  afar  upon  a  height; 

Yet  lived  beneath  a  homely  roof, 
A  man  with  men  by  day  and  night. 

His  was  the  vision  from  that  peak, 
The  solitude  that  made  him  strong — 

That  righteous  might  protects  the  weak, 
And  that  true  valor  scorns  the  wrong; 

That  kingly  souls  which  soar -on  high, 

.  O'er  mists  of  passion  that  obscure, 
Are  lighted  by  the  kindly  sky 

To  deeds  ennobling,  that  endure. 

Compassion,  royal  in  its  sway, 

Held  his  strong  spirit  poised  in  right, 

Throughout  that  long,  relentless  day 
When'  weaponed  strength  was  one 
with  might. 

He  saw  beyond  the,  bloody  fteld, 
And  through  the   cloud   of  battle's 
dust, 

That  men's  wild  conflicts  only  yield 
A  greater  need  of  love  and  trust. 

— George  Benson  Hewetson. 
Conyricht  - 


Heywood,  Eev.  Charles  Lesley  HIS  GLORY  UNDIMMED  "Lincoln! 

Immortal  memory 


His  Glory  Undimmed 


Lincoln! 

Immortal  memory 
Of  a  mortal  man. 
Out  of  the  quarries 
Of  a  nation's  heart 
He  came. 

The  maul  and  chisel  keen 

Shaped  his  rough  soul 

Until  from  native  rock 

Was  hewn  this  mighty  pillar 

Of  a  nation's  hope. 

He  bore  the  weight  of  woe 

Caused  by  a  fatal  strife 

'Twixt  North  and  South; 

Load  after  load 

Upon  his  heart  was  laid 

Then  mighty  Lincoln  fell — 

And  like  a  fluted  column 

Of  the  Parthenon 

He  rests — 

His  glory  still  undimmed 
Amid  the  passing  years. 

Rev.  Charles  Wesley  Heywood. 


Linfoln 


"He  came  ntt  as  a  king  "bom  to  rul 


%  Clyde  Walton  Hill 


He  came  not  as  the  princes  born  to  rule, 

But  humbly,  as  the  son  of  pioneers ; 
•   Like  them,  of  stern  necessity  the  tool, 

Heir  to  their  solitude,  their  need,  their  tears. 
Unschooled,  unprepossessing,  long  unwanted 

By  those  he  offered  constantly  to  serve, 
Ill-starred  in  love,  in  commerce,  still  undaunted 

He  grew,  though  slighted,  steadfast  to  deserve. 
Little  of  grace  or  comeliness  endearing, 

Nothing  of  wiles  had  he  to  smooth  his  way ; 
But  strength,  which  first  from  deep  woods  wrenched  his  clearing, 

His  birthright  was,  and  sun-like  brought  his  day. 
And  by  its  might  a  race  stood  forth  unfettered, 

A  death-shocked  nation  lived,  a  world  was  bettered. 


Hill,  E.  5. 


Abraham  Lincoln:  The  Man 


"Again  we  pay  our  homage  to 
the  man  -n 


Abraham  Lincoln 

.  "  The  Man 

BY  EDWARD  G.  HILL. 

Again  we  pay  our  homage  to  The  Man — 
Born,  like  the  Nazarene,  of  low  estate, 
Reared  in  the  school  of  toil,  the  hand  of  Fate 
Alloting  him  to  end  what  man  began. 
He  walked,  as  God's  own  messenger,  God's  way 
And,  striking  yokes  from  lash-bent  backs  of  men, 
Made  serfdom  outlaw  by  his  mighty  pen! 

Lighted  by  visions  of.  a  better  day, 
Inspired  by  love  of  man  to  do  his  task, 
No  stronger  purpose  dwelt  in  any  breast. 
Contrite  and  clean  of  heart  he  wore  no  mask. 
Only  that  he,  each  day,  might  do  his  best 
Lived  he  his  life  till  it  became  sublime — 
No  nobler  man  was  ever  born  of  Time! 


-  8 
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Hillbom,  Erik  A. 


ABRJffliM  LINCOLZr     "Just  a  cabin  in  a  clearing" 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

Just  a  cabin  in  a  clearing, 
Built  of  logs  and  stones  nearby, 
Cradled  in  a  virgin  forest 
Reaching  upward  to  the  sky.  , 

In  this  simple  home  a  baby,  .  * 
Much  the  same  as  yours  or  mine, 
Learned  the  honest  way  of  living. 
Climbing  upward  like  a  vine. 

Lincoln  learned  by  self-denial, 
Sifting  out  the  worthless  things, 
Memorizing  words  of  wisdom, 
Words  to  which  this  Nation  clings. 

Now  he  sits  in  God's  great  Heaven 
Watching  how  we  struggle  on. 
Lincoln's  life,  so  strong  and  simple, 
Gives  us  dreams  to  build  upon. 

ERIK  A.  HILLBOM. 
Wallingford. 


THE  HARTFORD  DAILY  COURANT:  WEDNESDAY,  FEBRUARY  12,  1947. 


LISOOLH 


"Born  in  a  hovel,  trained 
Hardship' 3  school, " 


6 

I.  LINCOLN 

Born  in  a  hovel,  trained  in  Hardship's  school, 


r1 


He  rose  sublime,  a  conqueror  over  all.  *) 
His  life  of  labor,  thought  and  burden-bearing 
Brought  forth  his  kingly  qualities  of  soul,  1 
Upon  his  lofty  brow  he  wore  those  crowns 
Which  only  come  with  suffering  and  toil,  ^ 
The  crowns  of  wisdom,  strength  and  Godlike  love 
For  all  mankind,  both  enemies  and  friends. 
His  spirit  still  is  with  us  in  our  need ; 

His  work  goes  on  increasing,  thro'  all  time. — A.  S.  Hines. 


R.  I.  G.A.R.  Flag  Day  1920 


Hirshoarg,  Bernard 


Lincoln*  s  spirit  " I  dreamed  that  Lincoln' sspirit  rose  and 

passed  through  city  streets—*? 


LINCOLN'S  SPIRIT. 

I  dreamed  that  Lincoln's  spirit  rose  and 
passed 

Through  city  streets  to  smite  the  hearts 
of  men, 

So  that  their  souls  might  stir  to  nobler 

deeds, 

And  cleansed  be  of  their  petty  schemes, 
and  small 

Ambitions,  e'er  in  jealous  moods  con- 
ceived; and  as 
He  glanced,  and  saw  the  aftermath  of 
war — 

The  starving  hosts  by  pestilence  harassed. 
Despairing  hearts,  because  of  broken 
faith. 

The  naked  child  to  wind  and  frost  a  prey, 
Suspicions  rife,  and  songs  of  hate  yet 
sung  ! 

Then  slowly  turned  he  to  the  Gate  Be- 
yond, 

And,  in  my  dream,  I  saw  the  Great  Man 
weep 

O  Lincoln,  you  who  know  the  way  of 

brotherhood, 
Awake  and  teach  us  how  the  wound  to 
heal — 

How  minister  to  suffering  and  weak,  , 
And  pave  the  way  to  lasting  harmony.  ' 
Awake  and  lead  us  as  you  led  of  yore, 
A  world  by  hatred  torn,  and  weary  of 
the  strife. 

Into  the  heart  of  every  man  implant  the 
song— 

"  With  malice  unto  none,  and  charity 
For  all."   .   .   .   O  Lincoln,  wake,  and 

smite  the  hearts  of  men, 
So  that  our  souls  might  stir  to  nobler 

deeds. 

Scourge  us  with  fire,  or  with  gentle 

i  tongue, 
But  rouse  our  souls  that  we  may  keep 
your  faith. 

BERNARD  HIRSHBERG. 

A 

0  ) 


Hirshberg,  Bernard         LINCOLN'S  SPIRIT         "I  dreamed  that  Lincoln's  spirit 

rose  and  passed" 


I  dreamed  that  Lincoln's  spirit  rose  and  passed 
Through  city  streets  to  smite  the  hearts  of  men, 
So  that  their  souls  might  stir  to  nobler  deeds, 
And  cleansed  be  of  their  petty  schemes,  and  small 
Ambitions,  e'er  in  jealous  moods  conceived;  and  as 
He  glanced,  and  saw  the  aftermath  of  war — 
The  starving  hosts  by  pestilence  harassed, 
Despairing  hearts,  because  of  broken  faith, 
The  naked  child  to  wind  and  frost  a  prey, 
Suspicions  rife,  and  songs  of  hate  yet  sung! 
Then  slowly  turned  he  to  the  Gate  Beyond. 
And  in  my  dream,  I  saw  the  Great  Man  weep. 

0  Lincoln,  you  who  know  the  way  of  brotherhood, 
Awake  and  teach  us  how  the  wound  to  heal — 
How  minister  to  suffering  and  weak, 
And  pave  the  way  to  lasting  harmony. 
Awake  and  lead  us  as  you  led  of  yore, 
A  world  by  hatred  torn,  and  weary  of  the  strife, 
Into  the  heart  of  every  man  implant  the  song — 
"With  malice  unto  none,  and  charity 
For  all."    ...    0  Lincoln,  wake,  and  smite  the  hearts  of  men, 
So  that  our  souls  might  stir  to  nobler  deeds. 
Scourge  us  with  fire,  or  with  gentle  tongue, 
But  rouse  our  souls  that  we  may  keep  your  faith. 

— Bernard  Hirshberg  in  New  York  Times. 


Hirst,  Henry  H. 


THE  FUNERAL 

The  Funeral. 

BY  HENRY  B.  HIRST. 

I.  _ 

The  ground  is  white  with  apple  blossoms, 

As  though  a  fragrant  snow  lay  there  ; 
And  from  the  meadows'  breezy  bosoms 

The  blackbirds'  music  floods  the  air  ; 
But  he  who  heard  the  robin  whistle 

Last  spring,  among  the  apple's  bloom, 
The  Liberator,  Father,  Savior — 

The  Martyr  !  passes  to  the  tomb. 

II. 

Through  the  long  avenues  of  cities, 

Through  the  commingling  people's  hum, 
Marshalled  by  sighs,  and  sobs,  and  pities, 

The  sacred  relics  onward  come. 
The  very  heavens  themselves  are  weeping, 

While  tears  fill  every  earthly  eye, 
As,  mournfully,  the  cortege,  sweeping 

To  solemn  dirges,  passes  by. 

in. 

8j»W  slowly  bells,  toll  very  slowly  ! 

Murmur  in  moans  a  nation's  woe  !  ... 
Buum  njinute  guns — ti.ost  naelaucholy 

™*  minder  echoed  from  below  v 

Close  every  door,  shut  every  casement- 

Drape  every  banner's  folds  with  black  ; 
Mourn,  silent  streets,  from  roof  to  basement  • 

He  journeys  hence  who  comes  not  back  ! 

IV. 

Through  the  long  cycles  of  the  ages, 

Searching  the  catacombs  of  Time, 
Blazoned  in  gold  on  history's  pages. 

No  other  name  stands  more  sublime 
And  since  the  awful  crucifixion, 

And  since  the  damned  deed  of  Cain,  •  ** 
No  record  lives  of  such  affliction,  r, 

None  greater  numbered  with  the  slain. 


The  ground  is  white  with  apple  blossoms, 

As  though  a  fragrant  snow  lay  there: 
And  from  the  meadows'  breezy  bosoms 

The  blackbirds'  music  nils  the  air. 
But  he  who  heard  the  robin  whiBtle 

Last  sprir.g,  among  the  apple's  bloom, 
The  Liberator,  Father,  Savior— 
j       The  Martyr  !  passes  to  the  tomb  ! 
Philadelphia,  April  ?o 


"The  ground  is  white  with  aj>ple 
"blossoms" 
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THE  FUNERAL  "The  ground  is  vhite  with 

apple  blossoms, 
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TIIE    FUNERAL.  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 


victory  to  the  good  spirit  (which  we  must 
assume  to  be  the  object  in  view)  is  the  re- 
verse of  that  which  was  adopted  by  the  Tory 
peers.  Such  at  least  would  be  the  case  if 
the  same  contest  were  going  on  in  the  breast 
of  a  man;  and,  if  the  ordinary  rules  of 
social  conduct  were  more  often  followed  in 
dealing  with  the  collective  humanity  of  a 
nation,  there  would  perhaps  be  more  good- 
will in  the  world  and  fewer  wars. 


Since  these  pages  were  in  type  we  have 
had  the  debate  in  the  Commons,  which  shows 
that  what  have  been  called  '•  the  passions  of 
an  wrcpopular  assembly  "  may  sometimes  find 
an  antidote  in  the  reason  of  one  which  is 
more  popular.  The  incident,  besides  its 
obvious  importance,  is  not  devoid  of  instruc- 
tion when  we  are  trying  to  divine  whether 
passion  or  reason  will  govern  the  American 
people. 


THE  FUNERAL. 

BY  HENRY  B.  HIRST. 


The  ground  is  white  with  apple  blossoms, 

As  though  a  fragrant  snow  lay  there  : 
And  from  the  meadows'  breezy  bosoms 

The  blackbirds'  music  floods  the  air; 
But  he  who  heard  the  robin  whistle, 

Last  Spring,  among  the  apple's  bloom, 
The  Liberator,  Father,  Saviour' — 

The  Martyr !  —  passes  to  the  tomb. 


Through  the  long  avenues  of  cities, 

Through  the  commingling  people's  hum, 
Marshalled  by  sighs,  and  sobs,  and  pities, 

The  sacred  relics  onward  come  : 
The  very  heavens  themselves  are  weeping, 

While  tears  fill  every  earthly  eye, 
As  mournfully,  the  cortege,  sweeping 

To  solemn  dirges,  passes  by. 


Toll  slowly,  bells,  toll  very  slowly  ! 

Murmur  in  moans  a  nation's  woe  ! 
Boom  minute  guns,  —  most  melancholy  — 

Heaven's  thunder  echoed  from  below  : 
Close  every  door,  shut  every  casement : 

Drape  every  banner's  folds  with  black : 
Mourn,  silent  streets,  from  roof  to  basement; 

He  journeys  hence  who  comes  not  back  ! 


Through  the  long  cycles  of  the  ages, 
Searching  the  catacombs  of  Time, 

Blazoned  in  gold  on  history's  pages 
No  other  name  stands  more  sublime ; 


And  since  the  awful  crucifixion, 
And  since  the  damned  deed  of  Cain, 

No  record  lives  of  such  affliction, 
None  greater  numbered  with  the  slain. 


The  ground  is  white  with  apple  blossoms, 

As  though  a  fragrant  snow  lay  there  : 
And  from  the  meadows'  breezy  bosoms, 

The  blackbirds'  music  fills  the  air  : 
But  he  who  heard  the  robin  whistle, 

Last  Spring,  among  the  apple's  bloom, 
The  Liberator,  Father,  Saviour  — 

The  Martyr !  —  passes  to  the  tomb  ! 

Philadelphia,  April  22,  1865. 

N.  Y.  Evening  Post. 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 

Oh,  slow  to  smite  and  swift  to  spare, 
Gentle  and  merciful  and  just ! 

Who,  in  the  fear  of  God,  didst  bear 
The  sword  of  power,  a  nation's  trust ! 

In  sorrow  by  thy  bier  wc  stand , 
Amid  the  awe  that  hushes  all, 

And  speak  the  anguish  of  a  land 
That  shook  with  horror  at  thy  fall. 

Thy  task  is  done  :  the  bond  are  free ; 

We  bear  thee  to  an  honored  grave, 
Whose  proudest  monument  shall  be 

The  broken  fetters  of  the  slave. 

Pure  was  thy  life  :  its  bloody  close 

Hath  placed  thee  with  the  sons  of  light. 

Among  the  noble  host  of  those 

Who  perished  in  the  cause  of  right. 

W.  C.  Bryant. 
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Hitchcock,  Henry        LlftCOLK—GOOD  AND  (SEAT 


"Virtues  &  knowledge  are 
greater  endorsements  than 
nobility  and  riches" 


LINCOLN-GOOD   AND  GREAT. 


[For  The  Illinois  State  Journal.] 

'  'Virtue  and  knowledge  are  greater  endor* 
ments  than  nobility  and  riches.  Careless 
heirs  may  the  latter  darken  and  expend,  but 
immortality  attends  the  former,  making  man 
a  God."— Shakespeare. 

'  'It  is  the  glory  of  Lincoln  that  having  almost 
absolute  power,  L-e  never  abused  it,  except 
on  the  side  of  mercy.  *  *  *  He  loved  to  see 
the  pearls  of  joy  on  the  cheeks  of  the  wlfe- 
whose  husband  he  had  rescued  from  death. 
*  *  *  Lincoln  was  the  grandest  figure  of 
the  fiercest  civil  war.  He  is  the  gentlest 
memory  of  our  world."— Robert  G.  Ingersoll 
'  Let  obelisks  in  height  the  clouds  attain 

And  marble  columns  greet  the  sky. 
To  wrest  from  tears  their  poignant  pain, 

Fair  Heaven  drawn  by  art  more  nigh; 
One  there  proclaiming  to  the  world 

A  hero's  death  and  grand  career. 
And  here,  on  chiseled  scrolls  unfurled, 

The  names  of  humbler  souls  appear. 
'Tis  well  that  this  be  done,  'tis  well ; 
Such  tokens  grand,  how  sweet  their  spell! 

But  souls  immortal,  (here  or  there 

In  Heaven's  sweet  perpetual  dawn), 
Bear  tablets  staid  whose  records  fair 

Will  shine  when  monuments  are  gone; 
Unmarred  though  cycles  pass  away, 

Still  fresh  when  lettered  gold,  that  shone. 
And  carved  inscriptions,  show  decay. 

On.  toppling  bronze  and  crumbling  stone. 
'Tis  well  that  this  be  so,  'tis  well; 
Yet  art's  enchantment  more  would  quelL 

;  So,  first  'raong  "gentlest  memories," 
Or  cherished  names  'mid  tokens  rare, 
Will  "honest  Lincoln"  outlive  these— 
Outlive  the  things  of  time  and  care; 
Each  age  but  better  understood 

The  man  that  wrong  could  not  defeat; 
Whose  very  jov  was  others  good, 
In  him  love  linking  graces  sweet. 
That  such  a  soul  should  live,  'twas  well, 
And  ne'er  will  time  the  charm  dispell. 

i 

With  Lincoln  mercy  ne'er  was  strained, 

And  he,  with  mind  in  wise  control. 
Gave  ear  to  all,  with  heed  unfeigned. 

Nor  turned  he  from  a  writhing  soul; 
The  features  rude,  divinest  grace 

When,  moved  by  woe,  death  back  he  hurled 
And  changed  a  pain-wrung  hopeless  face 

To  joyful  smiles  with  "tears  impearled." 
'Tis  well;  that  this  is  true,  'tis  well; 
Good  deeda  survive  destruction  fell". 

The  soul  so  great— ne'er  harsh  nor  glum— 
For  freedom's  braves  bad  love  profound. 
Whose  steps  would  time  the  victor's  drum. 

Their  flying  colors  laurel-crowned. 
Beyond  he  saw,  as  few  could  see- 
As  if  by  supernatural  view— 
This  land  from  every  blemish  free, 
I    Renewed  as  cleansing  storms  renew. 

'Tis  well;  that  this  is  true,  'tis  well, 
|       And  souls  triumphant  higher  dwell. 

'  'With  charity  for  all"  his  plan, 

'  'And  malice  none, "  he  dared,  unstayed, 
'  'To  do  all  that  became  a  man, " 

And  duly  every  act  was  weighed. 
Thus,  love  of  human  rights  held  dear, 

That  love  the  hig  heart  ever  swayed. 
And  scorning  threats  and  '  'mocking  fear 

His  soul's  wise  promptings  he  obeyed. 
'Tis  well ;  that  that  be  true,  'tis  well, 
As  ever  history's  page  will  tell. 

Dissembling  not,  and  one  not  vain; 

Nor  double-tongued  with  Janus-face; 
Not  self-puffed  up,  nor  seeking  gain, 

The  fittest  in  his  day  and  place, 
In  strains  the  sweetest  ever  trilled 

Shall  long  be  sung,  with  native  pride. 
The  name  of  him  who  mission  filled. 

By  cruel  hand,  a  martyr  died. 
Ah,  sometimes  wrong  makes  right  secure 
And  retribution  swift  and  sure. 

And  now,  one  good  and  great,  gone  hence, 

(His  banner  never  '  'struck"  nor  furled). 
Among  the  bleBt  hath  recompense — 

The  joy  and  deeds  that  bless  the  world. 
His  memory  bright  when  statues  fall; 

A  soul  immortal,  still  our  friend, 
Great  Llnooln,  great  at  every  call. 
Was  great  and  honest  to  the  end. 
When  virtue  true  with  knowledge  blends 
Immortal  fame  the  good  attends. 

Henry  Hitchcock. 
St.  Louis,  May  18,  1892. 
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Abe  of  the  Woodlands 


"I  like  to  hear  old  timers 
speakli 


(!£    Ahe  of  the  Woo^Jnnds 

By  HELEN  MILLER  HOCKING    (A  Hoosier  from  the  Woodlands) 


I  like  to  hear  old  timers  speak 
About  some  folks  from  Nolin  Creek, 

Near  Hogensville,  Kentucky; 
Moved  to  a  farm  in  Hoosier  state, 
Wore  homespun  clothes,  not  up-to-date, 

And  no  one  thought  them  lucky. 

Abe's  schoolin'  there  was  very  slow; 
At  leisure  hours,  he  studied  though, 

And  birds  and  Nancy  taught  him; 
But  not  until  his  later  years, 
As  nation's  head,  so  it  appears, 

He  knew  what  wealth  they  brought  him. 

I  like  to  think  of  Abe's  boyhood, 
A-roamin'  through  that  great  wildwood, 

Tall,  unkempt,  just  like  others; 
A-talkin'  to  the  flowers  and  birds; 
They  knew  and  understood  his  words 

Much  better  than  his  brothers. 

With  plow,  he  makes  some  awkward  turns 
A-shunnin'  roots;  the  hot  sun  burns 

His  bare  feet  in  the  furrows; 
He  whistles  to  the  bayin'  hounds 
A-huntin'  in  the  wooded  grounds 

Some  food  from  hidden  burrows. 

I  think  of  weary  Nancy,  too, 

In  homespun  apron,  gray  or  blue, 

Makin'  johnny  cakes  at  twilight; 
A-plannln'  for  the  days  ahead, 
While  sleepy  Thomas  lies  abed 

And  Abe  reads  by  the  firelight. 

Poor  toil-worn  Nancy  doin'  chores, 
Performin'  in  and  out  of  doors, 

Tasks  only  done  by  mothers 
A-teachin'  Abe  Jehovah's  pla?1 


To  love  his  God  and  countryman, 
And  justly  serve  his  brothers. 

When  he  was  nine,  she  passed  away, 
And  Abe  toiled  on  from  day  to  day, 

Performin'  various  labors; 
And  by  his  clever,  humorous  wit, 
Anne  Rutledge  volunteered  her  bit 

To  teach  him  with  the  neighbors. 

I  like  to  think  of  Abe,  and  Anne, 

In  moonlight,  strollin'  hand  in  hand, 

Surveyin'  words  from  Blackstone; 
A-readin',  from  some  borrowed  books, 
Reposin'  in  some  shady  nooks, 

Or  feet  parked  near  the  hearthstone 

Poor  sad-faced  Abe  lays  tasks  aside, 
Climbs  to  the  loft  with  gauntly  stride, 

His  heart  with  love  enraptured; 
And  in  that  woodland  solitude 
He  dreams  of  her  in  quietude — 
■  His  Anne,  that  angels  captured. 

I'd  like  once  more  to  roam  the  spot 
Where  Abe  split  wood  out  in  the  lot, 

And  list  to  swallows  twitter. 
His  cabin,  though,  is  torn  away, 
But  still  I'd  hear  old  timers  say, 
"Here  lived  one  honest  critter! 
"And  a  durn-good  rail-splitter!" 

Old  timers  celebrate  today, 

In  Spencer  county,  Abe's  birthday, 

With  risin'  generations — 
A-talkin'  as  they  used  to  do, 
A-watchin'  sparks  flit  up  the  flue 

In  meager  b-hi'  tions. 


BL  AKESLEE 


Hodges 


He  Lives  and  Grows 


"In  something  vaster  than  the 
realm  of  "breath" 





IHe  Xives  anb  (Brows 


ft  something  barter  than  the  realm  of  breath — 
Chat  bouubless  stoeeptoherontheboorof  beath 
0pem  to  free  the  soul  from  time  anb  space— 
l&t  libes. 

Across  the  pears  fcts  shaboto  falls  like  sun, 
Snto  neb)  lanbs  it  lengthens — he  toas  one 
Slfto  came  to  lift  a  light  for  all  the  race, 
|?et  gibes  , 
;  Mo  promise  of  stoift  gain  or  hist)  emprise: 
0nlp  the  olb  straight  path  hj>  tohich  toe  rise 
Cfjru  this  gtap  rounb  of  strife  to  brighter 
skies. 

|  ^something  stranger  than  the  minb  can  holb, 
2£is  life  has  groton  to  tenberlp  enfolb 
Che  hearts  of  men  toho  bib  not  knoto  his  name 

Cill  pesterbap. 
3  tall  tree  subben  rising  from  the  soil, 
j  Casting  its  shabe  on  all  toho  hope  anb  toil, 
®nb  fight  toith  greeb  anb  self  thru  grief 
anb  shame, 
,  Co  f  inb  a  toap 
Which  map,  like  his,  tfjo  pabeb  toith  common 
.  bust, 

— 3nb  Stakeb  toith  pain  tohich  tears  habe 

staineb  toith  rust — 
Heab  to  a  place  tohere  man  is  kinb  anb  just. 


LINCOLN'S  MEMORY 


Continued  From  Page  One 
mately  led  to  their  betrothal,  and  said 
that  her  untimely  death  a  short  time 
betore  they  were  to  be  married  resulted 
in  the  transition  of  Lincoln  into  a  sad, 
heavy-hearted  man. 

Tt  was  after  her  death,  Doctor  Con- 
well  said,  that  Lincoln,  upon  the  ad- 
vice of  his  friends,  sought  some  relief 
from  his  mental  suffering  and  turned 
to  his  friend,  Artemus  Ward,  wtho  like- 
wise had  suffered  loss  thru  deatli  of 
the  woman  he  was  engaged  to  marry. 

A  strong  bond  of  friendship  resulted, 
Doctor  Conwell  said. 

Lincoln,  according  to  Doctor  Conwell, 
judged  men  and  women  with  whom  he 
came  in  contact  largely  by  the  effect 
one  of  his  jokes  had  upon  them. 

Doctor  Conwell  said,  he  first  saw  Lin- 
coln when  the  latter  addressed  a  meet- 
ing in  Cooper  Union.  New  York,  in 
I860.  Lincoln  appeared  very  awkward 
when  he  talked  on  the  stage  accompa- 
nied by  William  Cullen  Bryant,  Doctor 
Conwell  said. 

"Lincoln  had  a  speech  all  prepared, 
a  copy  of  which  was  in  the  office  of 
the  New  York  Tribune  and  was  printed 
in  the  morning  as  the  address  made 
■■he  night  before  at  Cooper.  Union  by 
Lincoln,"  Doctor  Conwell  said.  "But 
Lincoln,  after  following  the  first  part 
of  the  written  address  found  the  pages 
nixed  up  and  he  became  quite  discon- 
certed and  tiirew  the  remaining  pages 
on  the  floor.-  He  then  launched  into  a 
marvelous  flow  of  oratory  in  which  he 
followed  the  general  theme  of  his  pre- 
pared address,  but  in  which  he  used 
words  and  phrases  which,  if  they  had 
been  printed,  undoubtedly  would  have 
kept  him  from  being  president. 


"He  appeared  very  ill  at  ease  until 
he  abandoned  his  prepared  manu- 
script, but  after  that  he  was  force- 
ful and  graceful.  Incidentally,  his 
audience  listened  in  rapt  attention 
for  one  hour  and  a  half,  and  there 
were  no  missiles  thrown.  It  was  a 
marvelous  transformation  from  the 
country  booby  to  the  great  orator, 
and  he  settled  the  policy  of  the  coun- 
try In  that  address." 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Henry  E.  Jacobs, 
president  of  the  Lutheran  Theologi- 
cal Seminary,  Mount  Airy,  presided 
at  the  meeting  yesterday.  Doctor 
Jacobs  told  of  Lincoln's  manner  dur- 
ing his  famous  Gettysburg  address, 
which  he  heard. 

The  need  for  the  "Lincoln  heart" 
now  was  emphasized  by  the  Rev. 
William  Verner  Nelson  in  his  ser- 
mon yesterday  in  the  Third  Christian 
Church,  Sixty-first  and  Oxford 
streets. 

Doctor  Nelson  declared  that  Lin- 
cola's  statemanship  was  marked  by  a 
spirit  of  brotherly  love,  in  that  he 
loved  even  those  who  were  fighting 
against  h.'m.  He  urged  the  need  of 
the  Lincoln  heart  in  "every  capital 
in  Europe  and  in  the  settlement  of 
the  Ruhr  question." 

Many  churches  of  the  city  yester- 
day observed  Lincoln's  birthday  with 
fitting  sermons  and  ceremonies. 

Memorial  services  in  honor  of  Lin- 
coln were  held  in  Keith's  Theater  yes- 
terday afternoon  under  auspices  Qf  .the 
Camps  .of  the  Sons  of  Veterans, 
U.  S.  A.  and  the  Sons  of  Veterans 
Aiixiliaries  of  Philadelphia  and  vicinity. 

Appropriate  music  was  furnished  by 
the  Tioga  Choral  Society,  Jarries  B. 
Hartzell,  director,  and  'Miss  Helen 
Kane,  accompanist;  pupils  from  Fair- 
hill  School,  directed  by  Miss  Genie 
Martin,  assistant  principal,  and  Oppen- 
heim's  orchestra.  Captain  R.  M.  Wright 
presided  at  the  services.  An  address 
was  delivered  by  Charles  Sherman,  for- 
mer national  commander  of  the  Sons 
of  Veterans.  The  benediction,  was  given 
by  the  Rev.  John  C.  Petre^  pastor  of 
St.  Luke's  Methodist  Episcopal  Church. 


HONORED  IN  IN! 


Dr.    Conwell  Speaks  at 

Academy  on  Martyred 
•  President 


KNEW  HIM  IN  WAR 


An  intimate  talk  on  the  life  of  Abra- 
ham Lincoln  was  given  yesterday  be- 
fore Several  hundred  persons  in  the 
Academy  of  Music  by  Dr.  Russell  H. 
Conwell. 

Doctor  Conwell,  a  veteran  of  the  union 
army  and  dispatch  bearer  for  Lincoln, 
as  well  as  former  correspondent  of  the 
New  York  Tribune,  spoke  from  the 
standpoint  of  one  who  had  come  into 
close  personal  contact  with  the  mar- 
tyred president  and  who  had  the  oppor- 
tunity to  study  many  phases  of  Lin- 
coln's life. 

Taking  for  his  theme  "Why  Lincoln 
Laughed,"  Doctor  Conwell  declared  that 
Lincoln's  habit  o£  story  telling  was  de- 
veloped to  make  others  laugh,  so  that 
he  would  reflect  the  influence  of  their 
mirth  and  obtain  relief  from  his  own 
suffering  because  of  the  death  of  Ann 
Rutledge,  his  first  sweetheart. 

Doctor  Con  a  ell  declared  that  Lincoln's 
entire  life  reflected  the  noble  character 
and  influence  of  Miss  Rutledge.  He  re- 
viewed Lincoln's  friendship  with  the 
New  Salem  school  teacher,  which  ulti- 

Continued  on  Page  Ten 


Hodges,  Leigh  Mitchell  THE  OPTIMIST       "Abraham  Lincoln  lives  today;" 


The  Optimist 

\  BRAHAM  LINCOLN  lives  to- 
^  day: 

Not  some  place  beyond  the  sky 
But  here,  where  common  run  of 
clay 

Still  feels  him  lingering  close 
by. 

Abraham  Lincoln  still  is  seen; 
Walks  right  in,  and  takes  a 
chair 

In  homes  where  hope  is  pale  and 
lean, 

And  all  the  family  knows  he's 
there. 

Abraham  Lincoln's  voice  is  heard; 
Heard  from  where  a  hillside 
grave 

Far  echoes  his  low-spoken  word, 
Which  new  intent  to  freedom 
gave. 

Its  meaning  now  is  being  drowned 
In  din  of  things  that  wreck  and 
kill, 

But    Abraham    Lincoln  stays 
around, 

And  someday,  when  the  world 
is  still, 

His  voice  again  shall  lead  men  on 
To  peace  in  freedom's  shining 
dawn. 

Leigh  Mitchell  Hodges 


Phila.  Bulletin  3-12-40 


Hodges,  Leigh  Mitchell  1809  -  Lincoln  -  1909         "One  night  while  Freedom  slept, 

she  dreamed  she  died  — n 

Harper1 s  Weekly,  February  20,  1909. 


1809— Lincoln— 1909 

One    night    while    Freedom    slept,  she 
dreamed  she  died, 
And  waked  all  pale  and  trembling — in 
her  plight, 
Calling  on  God  to  hasten  to  her  side 
Some  champion  from  His  regiments  of 
light. 

He  scanned  the  ranks  of  heav'n  and  there 
espied 

One  parented  by  Poverty  and  Right — 
A  jesting  spirit  with  a  heart  of  tears — 
Who   started  lonely   down  the   road  of 
years 

Serene  and  unafraid.    When  the  long 
night 

Black  with  the  breath  of  battle,  drew  to 
dawn, 

Fading  the  hosts  of  Fear  in  conquered 
flight, 

It  showed  him  cold  and  still,  his:  soul 
withdrawn 

By  God's  own  hand  from  its  rude  sheath 
of  clay 

To  shine  for  Liberty  in  deathless  day. 

Leigh  Mitchell  Hodges. 


Hoffmann,  Albert  Frank 


THE  MAN 


"A  care  for  self  was  never  in  his 
ken,  M 


The  Man 

By  ALBERT  FRANK  HOFFMANN 

.A  care  for  self  was  never  in  his  ken, 
B  red  was  he  to  the  heritage  of  toil; 
R  ight  was  his  only  shield  and  truth  his  foil, 
A  flame  that  burned  but  for  his  fellow  men, 
H  is  heritage  and  theirs  was  in  default, 
A  nd  death  and  hell  seemed  blended  into  one; 
M  en  cursed  and  prayed,  and  yet,  when  all  was  done, 

L  ove,  conquering,  found  in  him  her  leavening  salt 
I  n  life  he  knew  no  purpose  but  to  serve, 
N  or  did  he  figure  what  might  be  the  sum: 
C  ailed  was  he,  nor  from  duty  did  he  swerve, 
O  n  swept  tho  he— to  death  and  martyrdom— 
L  it  keeps  his  memory  Freedom's  holy  flame, 
N  or  boasts  our  native  land  a  nobler  name. 

— — i^—— «—————  .... 
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Hoisington,  M.  F. 


FATHER  ABRAHAM 


ii 


Lincoln,  we  call  upon  thy  strength 


ii 


Father  Abraham. 

Lincoln,  we  call  upon  thy  strength 

For  these  lean  years; 
Walk  with  us  still  the  weary  length 

Of  doubts  and  fears. 

We  need  thy  courage  in  the  press  j 

Of  heart-break  days; 
Thy  faith  in  justice  through  the 
stress 

Of  troubled  ways. 

O  Father  Abraham,  what  drum 

Must  sound  before 
A  hundred  thousand  strong  we 
come 
Thy  sons  of  yore? 

M-  F.  Hoisingtok. 
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Hoi li day, 


Carl 


The  Lincoln  Memorial  Temple 


"we  raise  this  marble 
temple  here" 


The  Lincoln  Memorial 
Temple,  Hodgenville, 
Kentucky 


Written   for    The   Christian    Science  Monitor 

We  raise  this  marble  temple  here 

To  shelter  logs  that  saw  his  birth, 
And  build  with  lasting  stone,  for 
fear 

This  hut  sink  back  to  common 
earth. 

In  words  that  tremble  with  our  love 
We  speak  what  praise  our  hearts 
have  power, 

And  pray  that  He  who  rules  above 
May  bless  the  motive  of  this  hour. 

|  And  yet  we  know  that  God  on  high 
Has  reared  a  temple  nobler  far 
!  Than  this  we  offer  to  the  sky 

In  puny  rock  and  beam  and  spar. 
Our    structure    is    but  crumbling 
stone, 

But  God's  is  built  of  deathless 
fame; 

And  after  time  has  razed  our  own, 
Fame's  temple  will  enshrine  this 
name. 


Carl  Holliday. 


Holliday,  Carl 


Lincoln  Sees  His  Statue 


i 


"Yes  I  was  present  when  they  put 
it  there" 


Lincoln  Sees  His  Statue 

By  Carl  Holliday 

lES,  I  was  present  when  they  put  it  there — 
That  mighty  image  of  me  in  the  flesh, 
Seated  within  the  pillared  portico 
And  gazing  out  upon  the  city  where 
I  toiled.    Perhaps  in  mortal  life  I  looked 
In  such  a  way — rapt,  pensive,  gaunt  with  care, 
Yet  tender  with  love  of  man.    It  may 
Have  been.    I  know  not,  hut  this  fact  1  know: 
When  I  saw  them  that  hour  how  low  their  heads, 
And  saw  the  tears  that  dimmed  their  eyes,  and  heard 
Their  breath  quick  drawn  as  though  a  gasp  of  pain 
Rose  from  their  hearts,  I  fled  me  back  to  where 
The  splendor  of  Qod's  Presence  glows,  and  fell 
Prostrate  and  cried,  "O  Power  that  granted  them 
The  gift  of  love  and  reverence,  make  me, 
Abe  Lincoln,  commonest  of  men,  and  prone 
To  be  too  much  of  earth,  worthy  of  this! 
Lift  me  to  what  my  people  think  I  was — 
soul  a  far-seen  light  for  groping  man!" 

— The  Rotarian 


Hollingworth,  Rita 


"Born  in  a  cabin  bleak  and  bare" 


4 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

Born  in  a  cabin  bleak  and  bare, 
Reared  in  hardship  and  despair, 
Deprived  of  helpful  schools  and  books, 
Easy  grace,  or  charm,  or  looks; 
Splitting  rails  with  hand-made  tools, 
Gauging  all  by  man-made  rules 
Yet,  chosen  for  a  mighty  deed 
In  his  nation Ts  direst  need. 
Soft  of  heart  yet  strong  of  nerve, 
Willing,  capable  to  serve 
With  simple,  sympathetic  creed 
That  gave  him  more  than  right  to  lead. 
High  *mid  the  names  on  history's  page, 
King,  President,  Dictator,  Sage, 
Stands  Lincoln,  martyr  of  the  free 
Who  lived,  and  died  ,  for  Liberty. 


Written  by 


SENT  FROM  H  0  t0.ft/*4l^4  c*stx 

Rita  B.  Hollingworth 
FFR1  7 1QRR  73I2  S3  Knight  St. 

M3DD  Portland  6,  Oregon 

ART  REPRO  ONLY  9?2°6 

I  would  love    a  copy  of  T.  Hamilton  Crawford* s  water 

color  portrait  of  Lincoln  (based  on  Mathew    Brady* s 

photograph)  and  thank  you  so  much. 


March  31,  1966 


Miss  Rita  B.  Hollingworth 
7312  SE  Knight  Street 
Portland,  Oregon  97206 

Dear  Miss  Hollingworth: 


Several  weeks  ago  we  sent  you  a  reproduction  of  our  T. 
Hamilton  Crawford  portrait  of  Abraham  Lincoln.    I  sincerely  hope  that 
you  have  found  it  of  interest.  /ill 

At  the  time  that  you  requested  this  portrait  you  sent  us 
a  very  fine  poem  on  Abraham  Lincoln.    I  have  read  the  poem  with 
interest  and  it  will  be  placed  inoour  permanent  files. 

Thank  you  very  much  for  sending  the  poem  to  us. 

Yours  sincerely, 


RGMshcs 


R.  Gerald  McMurtry 


Hollingworth,  Rita  B. 


Lincoln 


"Abe  Lincoln  was  the  little  boy" 


Sunnyside  Gazette 


Portland,  Oregon,  February  7,  1942 
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LINCOLN 

By  Rita  B.  Hollingworth 
3942  S.  E.  Hawthorne  Blvd.,  Portland,  Oregon 


Abe  Lincoln  was  the  little  boy 
Who,  without  grudge  or  whim, 
Procured  an  education 
From  the  books  friends  loaned  to  him 
And  stretched  full-length  upon  the  floor, 
By  firelight  worked  his  sums 
Without  a  thought  of  future  fame 
Or  bugle  call  and  drums. 

Abe  Lincoln  was  the  gangling  youth 

Who,  unafraid  of  toil, 

Still  found  the  time  to  fall  in  love 

The  while  he  tilled  the  soil. 

His  hearty  chuckle,  welcome  drawl, 

His  homey  tales  and  jokes. 

His  quiet,  simple  dignity, 

His  love  of  common  folks  — 

His  simple  creed  that  all  mankind 
Should  experience  the  birth 
Of  Freedom,  that  Democracy 
Should  flourish  on  the  earth  — 
Thus  did  he  stir  the  hearts  of  men 
And  set  the  bondsman  free, 
The  Emancipator  Lincoln  — 
Lived  — Died  for  Liberty. 


Holmes,  G.S. 


But  Slsnrery  Lingers         "Would  you  were  living  now 


BUT  SLAVERY  LINGERS 

By  GEORGE  S.  HOLMES 

Would  you  were  living  now,  old  Hon- 
est Abe, 

To  carry  on  the  mission  you  began- 
You  freed  the  bonded  black,  the  un- 
born babe, 
But  slavery  lingers  still  to  torture 
man. 

Ere  you  were  martyred  in  an  hour  of 
need 

You  warned  of  great  monopolies 

afar, 

Of  fetters  forged  by  corporate  gold 
and  greed 
More  dangerous,  you  said,  than  civil 
war. 

You  drove  slave-drivers  from  the 

brakes  of  cane 
And  cotton  fields,  but  now,  dread 

aftermath, 
The  money-changers  desecrate  your 

fame 

With  none  to  whip  them  out  in 
righteous  wrath. 

If  you  were  here  you  would  emanci- 
pate 

Your  party  from  all  special  priv- 
ilege 

And  striking  at  new  shackles,  liberate 
Your  land  from  economic  peonage. 


Holmes,  O.f. 


In  Memory  of  A.L 


"Oh  thou  of  soul 


For  Services  in  Memory 
Of  Abraham  Lincoln 

BY 

OLIVER  WENDELL  HOEMES 

(City  of  Boston,  J  ae  1st,  1865— 
Choral :  Luther's  "Judgment 
Hymn.") 


O  Thou  of  soul  and  sense  and 
.breath, 

The  ever-present  Giver, 
Unto  thy  mighty  Angel,  Death, 

All  flesh  thou  dost  deliver; 
What  most  we  cherish  we  resign, 
For  life  and  death  alike  are  thine, 

Who  reignest  Lord  forever! 
Our  hearts  lie  buried  in  the  dust 

With  him  so  true  and  tender, 
The  patriot's  stay,  the  people's 
trust, 

The  shield  of  the  offender; 
Yet   every  murmuring  voice  is 
still, 

As,  bowing  to  thy  sovereign  will, 
Our  best-loyed_wje_surrender. 
©ear  Lord,  with  pitying  eye  be- 
hold 

This  martyr  generation, 
Which  thou,  through  trials  mani- 
fold, 

Art  showing  thy  salvation! 
O  .let  the  blood  by  murder  spilt 
Wash  out  thy  stricken  children's 
guilt 

And  sanctiis^jftjax-aation! 
Be  thou  thy   orphaned  Israel's 
friend, 

Forsake  thy  people  never, 
In  One  our  Broken  Many  blend, 

That  none  again  may  sever! 
Hear  us,  O  Father,  while  we  rais-e 
With  trembling  lips  our  song  o/ 
praise, 

And  bless  thy  name  forever! 


Holmes,  R.  S. 


Abraham  Lincoln  "Like  rugged  stone  cut  from 

its  mountain  bed 


The  Continent,  February  8,  191P. 


Abraham  Lincoln 

Like  rugged  stone  cut  from  its  mountain  bed 

And  wrought  by  hands  divine  with  matchless  power 

For  Freedom's  temple  in  Time's  crucial  hour, 

He  stood,  strong  soul,  by  noble  purpose  led 

To  save  the  union  by  fierce  foes  bestead. 

Great  heart,  unheeding  threatening  clouds  that  lower 

And  sweeping  storms  that  make  the  craven  cowe' 

He  forward  moved  with  strong,  unfaltering  tread. 

The  nation,  saved,  wreathes  with  its  immortelles 
The  rugged  column  that  repelled  the  stroke 
That  threatened  death,  and  its  loud  anthem  swells 
In  ringing  notes  to  him  whose  daring  broke 
The  slave's  hard  chain,  and  gave  him  right  to  be 
On  Freedom's  soil  the  child  of  Liberty. 
January  23,  1912.  ^hard  Sill  Holmes. 


L 


Hopkins  ,A.A. 


Abraham  Lincoln 


"He  was  brave;  he  was  true 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN:  Mar.  of  the  People- 
HE  WAS  BRAVE; 

He  was  true:  he  was  noble  and  strong. 
He  was  faithful  in  fighting  thi'  sin  and  the  wrong; 
He  could  stand  for  the  Truth,  without  favor  or  fear; 
He  could  smile  at  delay,  with  the  eyes  of  a  seer; 
He  could  speak  for  the  weak,  whether  bondman  or  free; 
Between  master  and  slave  he  Could  Brotherhood  see; 
And  the  curse  of  all  races  of  men  he  would  smite 
As  a  wrong  and  a  sin,  for  defense  of  the  Right. 

AS  A  MARTYR  HE  DIED. 

Now  as  men  we  may  live, 
In  the  strength  of  the  true,  -which  the  Master  will  give. 
Against  wrong  that  is  mighty,  like  him  we  may  stand 
In  the  might  of  the  Right,  at  the  Master's  command; 
And  his  dream  should  be  ours,  on  each  day  of  defeat, 
Of  a  victory  final,  unfailing,  complete, 
When  in  all  our  broad  land  os  the  free  and  the  brave 
There  shall  be  evermore,  NEITHER  DRUNKARD  NOR 
SLAVE. 

HE  BELONGS  TO  THE  AGES. 

Thus  wisely  one  said, 
As  they  wept  by  his  form  when  the  spirit  had  fled. 
Then  the  ages  grew  richer  with  treasure  untold, 
As  the  scroll  of  their  pages  before  him  unrolled; 
And  he  lives  in  their  life,  an  immortal  sublime, 
While  the  tides  of  eternity  r  >11  upon  time, 
As  immortal  tie  bides  wheie  a  iiioital  he  trod 
The  hard  highway  of  Duty,  to  Glory  and  God! 

— A.  A.  Hopkins. 





POEM    —    LINCOLN  WE  HAVE  WON    —    RAY  I.  HOPPMAN 


EllllliilliiiS^^ 

1  LINCOLN,  WE  HAVE  WON 

!l««|||fillfllli!!ll!IIIIIi!lj« 

By  RAY  I.  HOPPMAN 

We  have  finished  the  task  that  you  started, 

Father  Lincoln,  a  world  is  made  free, 

And  the  light  of  surprise  would  come  into  your  eyes. 

Jf  you  were  but  with  us  to  see.  ' 
■-  » 

We  have  fought  for  the  truths  you  expounded, 

We  clashed  with  the  foe  and  we  won, 
And  from  border  to  sea  we  have  made  the  world  trek, 

We  have  finished  the  task  you  begun.  , 

Oh,.  Lincoln,  we  knew  you  were  with  us, 

We  felt  that  your  spirit  was  near, 
'Twas  of  you  that  we  thought  as  we  valiantly  I'oughl 

For  the  flag  that  we  all  hold  so  dear. 

In  the  dark,  dreary  days  of  the  sixties 

As  your  brave  hero  soldiers  in  blue 
Fought  for  righteousness,  then,  so  our  khaki-clad  men 

Fought  for  freedom  and  won  the  fight,  too. 

s  ' 

As  we  fought  there  was  always  the  question, 

If  Lincoln  were  here  would  he  do 
As  we're  doing  to-day,  would  he  enter  the  fray? 

And  the  answer  was  "Yes  !"  clear  and  true. 

Oh,  could  you  be  here  at  this  hour, 

Oh,  could  you  be  with  us  to-day. 
To  know  that  your  land  was  the  power 

That  halted  the  Hun's  ruthless  way! 

The  banner  that  freed  a  slave  people 

To-day  is  most  proudlv  unfurled; 
Your  flag,  Father  Lincoln,  and  our  flag. 

Gave  freedom  to  all  of  the  world. 


Horton,  E.  A 


Abraham  Lincoln 


"To  all  the  world 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 

To  all  the  world,  with  every  year, 
The  name  of  Lincoln  grows  most  dear; 
Men  praise  his  faith,  his  vision  clear, 
His  sense  of  justice,  far  and  near; 
His  patience  vast,  his  lack  of  fear, 
And  as  I  muse  his  voice  I  hear: 

"Be  sure,  my  people,  come  what  may, 
That  for  these  things  you  always  pray: 
Light  in  your  mind— a  great  ideal; 
Joy  in  your  work— a  tireless  zeal; 
Power  in  your  will — a  conscience  strong; 
Chee,r  in  your  heart — a  good  will  song." 
;  j[_-il~*5     —Edward  A.  Horton,  in  Boston  Post, 


\  I  C\\\^>sJS 


Lincoln's  Last  Dream 

So  he  passed  over  and  all  the  trum- 
pets sounded  for  him  on  the  other 
side. 

— Pilgrim's  Progress,  Part  II. 

Three  thousand  rails  I  split  for  Major 

Warnick, 
I  split  them  straight. 
John  Hanks  said  so. 

My  father  .  .  .  Tom, 
He  never  would  stay  still— alwajs  mov- 
ing, 

Kentucky,  Indiana,  Illinois. 

Never  still,  always  moving  .  .  .  moving, 

moving, 
Like  the  Sangamon! 


My  second  mother  . 
Sally  he  called  her. 
She  loved  me  too. 


"angel  mother," 


The  old  books — 

Aesop,  Weems,  Bunyan,  The 

Statutes  of  Indiana, 

Hamlet   The  Bible, 

All  gone.    "Oh,  why  should  the  spirit 

of  mortal  be  proud?" 


St.  Louis  Post-Dispatch 
Feb  11,  1956 


And  I  am  going  too. 


Joe,  Sarah,  Dennis,  Grigsby,  .... 

Denton  Offut, 
Mary,  Tad  and  Willie- 
Willie,  I'm  coming  now. 
Lee  and  Grant.   I'm  glad  he  gave  them 
back  the  horses — the  spring  plow- 
ing. 

Bull  Run,  Fort  Henry,  Chattanooga, 
Chancellorsville,  Shiloh,  Gettysburg, 

Antietam,  Vicksburg,  Richmond.  Stan- 
ton, it's  over.  Peace  at  last. 

I  am  thankful  the  General  did  not  come. 
It  was  a  poor  play.  Not  rebels  now. 

All  my  boys.  Go  easy  with  them.  Ste- 
vens, let  there  be  no  malice. 

"Four  score  and  seven  years  ago  " 

Clary's  Grove, 

Black  river.  .  .  .  Wisconsin — mustering 

out. 
New  Salem. 
Springfield. 
Washington. 

Fort  Sumter's  flag  it  waves 

again. 


Herndon.  the  widow's  deed  is  in  my  hat. 

Cover  me  a  bit, 
My  shawl    .  .  . 

"Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  .  .  ." 
i 

Tell  the  band  .  .  .  tell  the  band  .  ... 

tell  .  .  . 
Play  once  more, 
Play  "DIXIE!" 

ELLIS  JONES  HOUGH. 
Dexter,  Mo. 


THE    MOTHER   OF  LINCOLN. 


Out  on  the  lie  of  "lowly  born!" 
For  life  has  never  changed  Its  source 
Since  first  began  its  earthly  courso, 

Nor  from  its  giver  came  with  scorn. 

And  they  who  put  in  blood  their  trust, 
Their  pride  in  silk  and  linen  rolled— 
Who  band  their  narrow  brows  with  gold. 

Poor  fools,  they  are  but  common  dust. 

For  flesh  is  but  a  robe  that  clings 
About  and  clothes  the  principle 
Of  lives  which  in  its  swathing  dwell, 

And  only  souls  are  ever  kings. 

• 

Ah!  mother  of  as  grand  a  son 

As  ever  battled  in  the  van 

To  prove  the  brotherhood  of  man, 
Such  lives  as  thine  are  never  done. 

Though  common  ways  were  ways  of  thine, 
And  all  thy  walks  uncarpeted, 
Thou  gav'st  to  earth  a  life  which  led 

A  race  enchained,  to  Freedom's  shrine. 

From  out  thy  hillside  hovel  came 
An  infant's  wail,  which  proved  the  key 
Of  songs  of  freedom  yet  to  be 

To  drown  the  groan*— a  nation's  shame. 

Who  gives  an  imbecile  to  reign 
The  worn-out  stock  of  royal  line- 
Backed  by  the  lie  of  "right  divine"— 

Is  less  than  handmaid  in  thy  train. 

We  can  but  wonder,  we  who  read 
The  past  with  backward,  searchingl  ook. 
Its  pages  open  as  a  book, 

If  thou  foresaw  where  he  would  lead? 

If,  gazing  in  the  embers'  glow. 
Thine  eyes  by  dreaming  fancy  held, 
Thou  saw'st  the  flames  that  should  unweld 

The  chains  and  let  the  bondsman  go? 

When  baby  fingers  touched  thy  breast, 

If  ever  in  thy  musing  then 

Thou  dreamdst  that  hand  would  guide  the  pen 
Whose  stroke  would  free  a  race  opprest? 

Didst  hear,  O  mother!  when  blew  free 
The  winds  which  through  the  crannies  sighed, 
The  sound  of  voices  as  they  cried. 

Because  the  light  they  could  not  see? 

Or  when  the  north  wind's  trumpets  blew 
Heardst  thou  in  them  wild  War's  alarms? 
The  cannon's  roar,  or  clash  of  arm-i 

Where  shot-torn  battle  banners  flow? 

Thou  wert  unstoried  and  unsung, 

O  mother  of  our  mighty  dead! 

Of  whom  thy  life  was  fountain  head. 
Yet  History's  harp  for  thee  is  strung. 

For,  from  the  iron  of  thy  blood, 
Was  forged  the  nation-needed  life 
Which,  when  the  land  was  torn  with  strife. 

Stood  Freedom's  pharos  'midst  the  flood. 

We  cannot  know,  th.ou  lost  to  earth, 

Tliat  ever  uftino  a  droftm  to  thee 

Of  what  the  nation's  fate  should  be, 
Led  by  the  life  thou  gavest  birth; 

But  trust  looks  forward  with  belief 
That  thou  hast  fullest  knowledge  gained, 
Through  larger  life  thou  ha>t  attained. 

And  hold  it  as  a  garnered  sheaf. 

That  thou  hast  pierced  life  curtain's  mesh. 
With  all  the  soul  of  sense  and  sound, 
Unhampered  by  the  narrow  bound, 

Of  sight  and  sound  of  sense  of  flesh. 

Hast  heard  the  battle  sink  to  rest, 

Succeeded  by  the  thunder  roll 

Of  welcome  to  the  mighty  soul 
Whose  life  was  nurtured  at  thy  breast. 
Indianapolis,  April  5.  Ben  D.  Housk, 


Hovey,  Richard 


On  Lincoln  Day 


"To  inhat  new  fates 


ON  LINCOLN  DAY. 


To  what  new  fates,  my  country,  far 
And  unforeseen  of  foe  or  friend. 

Beneath  what  unexpected  star. 
Compelled  to  what  unchosen  end. 

Across  the  sea  that  knows  no  beach  . 

The  Admiral  of  Nations  guides 
Thy  hlind  obedient  keels  to  reach 

The  harbor  where  thy  future  rides. 

To  them  that  wept  and  cursed  Bull  Run, 
What  was  it  but  despair  and  shame? 

Who  saw  behind  the  cloud  the  sun? 
Who  knew  that  God  was  in  the  flame? 

Had  not  defeat  upon  defeat, 

Disaster  on  disaster  come, 
The  slave's  emancipated  feet 

Had  never  marched  behind  a  u'um. 

I  do  not  know  beneath  what  sky 
Nor  on  what  sea  shall  be  thy  fate, 

I  only  know  it  shall  be  high, 
I  only  know  it  shall  be  great. 


Howe i  A.  B-ussell 


Abraham  Lincoln 


"Loved  "by  many,  disliked  by  few," 


Abraham  Lincoln 

Loved  by  many,  disliked  by  few, 
A  stalwart    youth    in    the  country 


Alone^he  worked  and  studied  each 

Seeking  by  knowledge  to  pave  the  way 

To  greater  heights  than  known  be- 

Whicrf^'ed  him  to  the  White  House 
door 

To  serve  a  nation  sore  m  need, 
Regardless  of  color  or  of  creed. 

Through  those  trying  years  he  served 
so  well  . 
Beyond  the  po-wer  of  tongue  to  tell, 
Until   Death's   hand   then   laid  him 

Abraham  Lincoln,  whom  all  loved  so. 

Through  the  corridors  of  time 
His    name  shall  honored  be, 
For  through  his  love  and  courage 
He  set  a  helpless  race  free. 

A.  RUSSELL  HOWE. 


VERSE  FOR  TODAY 


LINCOLN'S  TOMB 

Beneath  this  softly  glowing,,  golden 
dome 

Here  rests  in  honored  silence,  in  this 
shrine, 

Revered  as  love  and  memory  combine, 
This  dust  that  was  his  noble  spirit's 
home. 

Here  come  the  rich,  the  poor,  the 

strong,  the  weak; 
Misfortune's  children,  weary  and 

forlorn 

Stand  with  the  favored,  opulently 
born, 

And  share  the  deep,  deep  thoughts 

that  none  can  speak. 
Here  come  the  souls  of  every  creed 

and  race; 
From  hill  and  plain  and  mead  and 

field  and.  street, , 
As   heirs   of   freedom's   light  they 

briefly  meet 
And  pay  their  homage  under  God's 

enfolding  grace. 
"Now  he  belongs  to  the  ages." 

Freedom's  flame 
Shall  ever  shine  beside  his  honored 

name. 

I.  F.  Howell. 


dolumbua  Sunbap 
JHsjaatch  ^ 


Hoyne,  Thomas  Temple 


LINCOLN'S  BIRTHDAY 


"GREAT  dreams  he  dreamed  that 
wondrously  came  true" 


Lincoln's  Birthday 

Great  dreams  he  dreamed  that  wondrously  came  true — 

Dreams  that  foresaw  this  country  wholly  free; 

Its  old  wounds  healed;  its  strength  a  unity 

Of  high  resolve  no  tyrant  could  subdue. 

Freedom  of  soul  and  mind  and  body,  too, 

Shall  not  become  by  any  man's  decree 

Subject  to  privileged  monopoly. 

Freedom  God  gave  to  all — not  to  a  few. 

From  pagan  lairs  across  the  span  of  years 

Come  savage  worshipers  of  Genghis  Khan. 

The  Old  World's  bathed  in  blood  and  sweat  and  tears 

From  battered  London  town  to  far  Luzon. 

But  now  belated  retribution  nears! 

America  no  longer  just  looks  on! 

— Thomas  Temple  Hoyne. 


Hudson,  M.  W. 


LINCOLN 


"All  has  "been  said 


LINCOLN 

By  MARY  WORRALL  HUDSON 

i  !  ^*  t 

♦-—  :  ■   -  :;-:■:...:_::_„;::_; 

All  has  been  said. 

"What  more  can  we  who  knew  him  add? 

"What  more  can  they  who  hearken  to  our  tales, 

Say  of  this  man  who  stands  alone,  and  yet 

Is  loved  and  honored  of  all  men? 

All  has  been  said. 

Poets,  and  orators,  historians 

And  story  tellers,  have  poured  out  homage 

In  a  vain  endeavor  to  express  for  us, 

The  people,  the  language  of  our  hearts. 

All  has  been  said. 

All  that  our  poor  words  can  utter. 

Then  let  him  speak:  v 
"With  ^malice  toward  none,  and  charity  for  all." 
Let  hittfproclaim  our  duty  to  the  dead:  rf? 
"Highly  we  here  resolve  that  these  brave  dead 
.Shall  not  have  died  in  vain." 
Let  this  great  man  sum  up  the  true 
Philosophy  of  government,  the.  rule  we  boast: 
"Government  of  the  people,  for  the  people 
v        And  by  the.  people." 

Much  in  little  this  man  of  few  words  gesre, 
But  when  he  said: 

"Firmness  in  the  right  as  God  gives  us  to  see 
The  right,"  what  can  we  add? 
(  He  but  essayed  to  teach  the  kindly  ways 

Of  Christ  by  deeds,  not  words,  and.  yet  his  words 
Are  priceless,  his  life  a  heritage, 
His  death  an  unspent  grief,  * 
His  memory  a  benediction.  1 
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Abraham  Lincoln 

Up  the  path  that  leads  to  honor, 
Up  the  road  that  leads  to  fame, 

So  you  traveled,  ever  onward, 
Shunning   lust   and    greed  and 
shame. 

And  the  echo  of  your  tnumph. 

Sounds  now  in  the  ears  of  youth, 
Like  a  message  never  dying; 

Flying  high  with  honest  truth. 
Now  a  nation  docs  you  homage, 
Bows  before  you  as  a  shrine, 
Elemental  as  the  thunder— 
Strong  and  sturdy  as  the  pine. 


Chaff  Fro 
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Abraham  Lincoln 


"Bom  to  1he  world 


Bbraham  JIlNCOLN! 

By    James    Edward  Hungerford 

B""l  ORN  to  the  world  a  woodsman's  babe, 
Within  a  lowly  cot, 
He  grew  to  manhood— "HONEST  ABE", 
And  shared  a  pauper's  lot; 
At  sweating  tasks,  he  slaved  by  day — 
A  stalwart  son  of  TOIL — 
And  when  the  daylight  slipped  away, 
He  burned  the  midnight  oil! 

Before  the  firplace,  he  would  dream 

Vast  dreams  of  future  FAME, 

And  by  the  back-log's  flaring  gleam, 

He  learned  to  write  his  name! 

A  bit  of  charcoal  was  his  "pen", 

And  with  it  Lincoln,  he 

Wrote  burning  words  that  lived  again 

In  IMMORTALITY ! 

He  climbed  life's  ladder,  bit  by  bit, 

Through  anguish  and  defeat; 

Hi?  was  the  COURAGE,  and  the  GRIT, 

That  no  world's  odds  could  beat 

Though  burdens  bowed  him  down  with  grief, 

Until  his  great  heart  bled, 

In  God  he  sought  and  found  relief. 

In.  prayer  beside  his  bed ! 

He  drank  a  MARTYR'S  bitter  cup 

Of  gall,   upon  this  earth, 

And  now  mankind  to  him  looks  up, 

And  sees  his  mighty  WORTH! 

As  years  go  by,  his  greatness  grows, 

Who  rose  from  humble  birth, 

And  in  our  hearts  his  genius  glows — 

His  SPIRIT  sweeps  the  EARTH! 


the 

Hungerford,  J.E.    Lincoln,  /Emancipator     rThere  before  the  back-16g  gleaming  — " 


Lincoln,  the  Emancipator! 

There  before  the  back-log  gleaming, 
Sprawled  a  gangling,  "homespun"  youth; 

In  his  eyes  the  fires  of  dreaming; 
In  his  soul  the  flame  of  truth! 

In  his  hands  a  tome  to  treasure- 
Just  a  Bible,  frayed  and  old; 

Sought  he  there  for  wisdom's  measure- 
Rarer  far  than  gems  and  gold! 

Years  slipped  by  ...  a  man  sat  browsing 

O'er  his  law-books,  thumbed  and  worn; 
In  his  heart  a  great  "dream"  drowsing, 

Yet  to  spring  to  life,  full-born! 
Tall  and  gaunt,  with  eyes  that  glistened 

With  the  visions  of  the  youth 
Who  before  the  fireplace  listened 

To  the  "still,  small  voice"  of  truth! 

Time  sped  on  .   .   •  bowed  down  in  mortal 
Anguish,  o'er  a  country  rent, 

Sat  the  man— nay,  the  "immortal"— 
Now  his  country's  President! 

War    .    .    .    and  then  emancipation! 
Gettysburg!— the  guns  were  stilled, 

And  the  man  who  ruled  a  nation- 
Saw  his  dream  of  life  fulfilled! 

'  JAMES  EDWARD  HUNGERFORD. 
(All  Rights  Reserved.) 


Los  Angeles  Times 
Sunday  Magazine, 
February  8,  1931. 
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ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

Sy  James  Edward  Hungerford. 

He  stood  for  what  was  right  and  good 
Acording  to  his  lights; 
The  heart  of  men,  he  understood — 
And  gave  all  men  their  rights;" 
He  saw  the  real  in  ev'ry  one — 
The  sterling  and  the  fine; 
Believed  his  brother  was  God's  son — 
Your  brother,  friend — and  mine. 

He  tried  to  practice  what  he  preached- 

Believed  all  men  born  free, 

And  ev'ry  human  heart  he  reached, 

With  love  and  charity; 

He  had  no  patience  with  pretense, 

And  hated  "bluff"  and  sham, 

And  had  no  creed,  with  devil's  fence, 

To  keep  men  out— and  damn. 

He  thought  that  Heaven  was  a  place 

Where  all  could  find  surcease; 

No  matter  what  the  shade,  or  race, 

None  were  denied  God's  peace; 

All  mankind  had  an  equal  right, 

To  liberty  and  love; 

All  were  God's  children,  in  the  sight 

Of  Him  who  reigned  above. 

He  drank  the  Savior's  bitter  cup 
Of  woe  upon  this  earth; 
A  "man  of  sorrows,"  who  "looked  up," 
And  saw  his  brothers'  worth; 
He  fought  for  freedom  to  the  end; 
Unto  his  final  breath, 
And  o'er  his,  grave  the  angels  bend — 
Who  died  a  martyr's  death. 
Copyright,  igsg.  King  Editors'  Features,  N.  Y.  C. 
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5ER  February  7,  1936 

LINCOLN 

There  before  the  back-log  gleaming, 

Sprawled  a  gangling,  "homespun  youth; 
In  his  eyes  the  fires  of  dreaming; 

In  his  soul  the  flame  of  truth  I 
In  his  hands  a  tome  to  treasure- 
Just  a  Bible,  frayed  and  old- 
Sought  he  there  for  wisdom's  measure, 
Rarer  far  than  gems  and  gold  I 

Years  slipped  by  ...  a  man  sat  browsing 

O'er  his  law-books,  thumbed  and  worn; 
In  his  heart  a  great  dream  drowsing, 

Yet  to  spring  to  life,  full-born. 
Tall  and  gaunt,  with  eyes  that  glistened 

With  the  visions  of  the  youth 
Who  before  the  fireplace  listened 

To  the  still,  small  voice  of  truth  I 

Time  sped  on  .  .  .  bowed  down  in  mortal 

Anguish,  o'er  a  country  rent. 
Sat  the  man— nay,  the  immortal— 

Now  his  country's  President  I 
War ...  and  then  emancipation  I 

Gettysburg  I  —  The  guns  were  stilled. 
And  the  man  who  ruled  a  Nation 

Saw  his  dream  of  life  fulfilled  l 

—James  Edward  Hungerford 


,  -James  Edward  Hungerford  Abraham  Linnoln  "Born  to  the  world  a  woodsman  babe" 


c*Plbraham 
Lincoln 


By 

James  Edward 
Hunger  ford 


Born  to  the  world  a  woodsman's  babe, 

Within  a  lowly  cot, 
He  grew  to  manhood — "HONEST  ABE," 

And  shared  a  pauper's  lot; 
At  sweating  tasks,  he  slaved  by  day— 

A  stalwart  son  of  TOIL  

And  when  the  daylight  slipped  away, 

He  burned  the  midnight  oil! 

Before  the^fireplace,  he  would  dream 

Vast  dreams  of  future  FAME, 
And  by  the  back-log's  flaring  gleam, 

He  learned  to  write  his  name; 
A  bit  of  charcoal  was  his  "pen," 

And  with  it  Lincoln,  he 
Wrote  burning  words  that  lived  again 

In  IMMORTALITY! 

He  climbed  life's  ladder,  bit  by  bit 

Through  anguish  and  defeat'  ' 
His  was  the  COURAGE,  and' the  GRIT 

That  no  world's  odds  could  beat! 
Though  burdens  bowed  him  down  with  grief 

Until  his  great  heart  bled, 
In  God  he  sought  and  found  relief, 

In  pray'r  beside  his  bed. 

He  drank  a  MARTYR'S  bitter  cup 

Of  gall,  upon  this  earth, 
And  now  mankind  to  him  looks  up, 

And  sees  his  mighty  WORTH' 
Asy?ars  90  by,  his  greatness  grows 

Who  rose  from  humble  birth 
And  in  our  hearts  his  genius  glows— 
His  SPIRIT  sweeps  the  EARTH! 

(All  rights  reserved) 
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There  before  the  back-log 
gleaming" 


Lincoln,  the  Emancipator! 

There  before  the  back-log  gleaming, 

Sprawled  a  gangling,  "homespun"  youth; 
In  his  eyes  the  fires  of  dreaming; 

In  his  soul  the  flame  of  truth! 
In  his  hands  a  tome  to  treasure — 

Just  a  Bible,  frayed  and  old; 
Sought  he  there  for  wisdom's  measure — 

Rarer  far  than  gems  and  gold!  \ 

Years  slipped  by  ...  a  man  sat  browsing 

O'er  his  law-books,  thumbed  and  worn; 
In  his  heart  a  great  "dream"  drowsing, 

Yet  to  spring  to  life,  full-born! 
Tall  and  gaunt,  with  eyes  that  glistened 

With  the  visions  of  the  youth 
Who  before  the  fireplace  listened 

To  the  "still,  small  voice"  of  truth! 

Time  sped  on  .   .   .  bowed  down  in  mortal 

Anguish,  o'er  a  country  rent, 
Sat  the  man — nay,  the  "immortal" — 

Now  his  country's  President! 
War    .    .    .    and  then  emancipation! 

Gettysburg ! — the  guns  were  stilled, 
And  the  man  who  ruled  a  nation — 

Saw  his  dream  of  life  fulfilled!  ^ 

JAMES  EDWARD  HUNGERFORD. 
(All   Rights  Reserved.) 


B  L  A  KE  S  L  EE 


Hanger ford,  J.E. 
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.   THE  RAIL-SPLITTER 

By  James  Edward  Hungerford. 

Abe  Lincoln,  the  splitter 

Of  logs — was  no  "quitter"; 

He  wielded  his  axe  with  a  vim; 

With  strong  licks  he  cleft  'em, 

And  then  he  would  heft  'em, 

And  pile  'em'  in  stacks — tall  as  him; 

His  future  looked  dreary — 

But  did  he  grow  weary, 

And  start  in  lamentin'  his  lot? 

I'll  say  he  worked  harder, 

To  fill  the  home  larder — 

And  that's  how  he  got  what  he  got! 

He  had  little  knowledge 

Of  high- school,  or  college; 

Of  Latin  or  algebra  crooks; 

His  log-house  library 

Held  one  dictionary; 

A  Bible — the  book  of  all  books; 

Nor  did  he  lament  'em, 

But  thanked  God  he  sent  'em, 

And  when  all  the  folks  were  abed, 

With  nodding  and  yawning, 

He'd  read  'til  the  dawning — - 

'Til  both  of  those  books  had  Jieen  read. 

And  so  by  slow  stages, 
He  pored  o'er  the  pages, 
Until  he  had  learned  a  few  facts, 
And  those  early  lessons, 
Proved  eternal,  hlessin's — 
He  lived  what  lie  learned  in  his  acts; 
And  out  of  a  cabin, 
With  weatherboard  slabbin', 
This  humble,  uncouth  resident, 
Kept  soaring  and  soaring, 
And  over  books  poring — 
Until  he  became  PRESIDENT! 
Copyright,  ioii.  King  Editors'  Features,  N.  Y,  C. 
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"There  were  very  fev;  men  like  our 


Abe" 


Abraham  Lincoln 


There  were  very  few  men  like  our  Abe, 
He  befriended  mankind  from  the  start; 

In  that  log-cabin  borne,  as  a  babe. 

Was  destined  from  that  time  to  a  part. 

No  one  thought  that  the  part  that  he'd  play 
Would  be  greater  than  most  In  life's  book; 

But  the  war  'tween  the  Blue  and  the  Gray 
Was  so  fierce  that  the  world  even  shook. 

Our  dear  Abe.  with  that  heart  of  pure  gold, 
Was  dragged  down  in  despair  to  the  dust; 

That  war  which  caused  heartaches  untold 
Was  a  shame,  but  for  ttfhl  fight  they  must. 

In  the  end  it  was  right  which  won  out. 

Over  modes  which  were  heartless  at  best: 
For  success  was  assured  beyond  doubt 

To  the  side  having  right  as  its  guest. 

So  let  us  revere  that  great  name, 

A  name  that  will  live  through  the  years; 

When  the  North  won  the  war  it  meant  fame, 
But  he  paid  for  his  fame  with  his  tears. 

After  conflict  and  strife  passed  away 
Our  dear  Abe.  who  this  country  did  save; 

In  sorrow  he  lived  through  each  day 
Till  his  end  in  a  great  martyr's  grave. 

AX.VIN  HUNSBERGER. 


Hunt,  Oscar  S. 
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Lord," 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  PRAYING. 

0  God,  my  Father  and.  Master  and 
Lord, 

1  have  heard  Thee  out  of  Thy  living 

word, 

Both  body  and  spirit  obeying  Thy  will, 
With  Thy  presence  my  soul  doth  fill. 

Through  Jesus  the  virgin  Mary  gave 
birth,  - 

To  establish  Thy  Kingdom  of  love  on 
earth. 

Grew  strong   and  lived  among  the 

races  of  men, 
A  native  of  the  little  town  of  Beth-- 
lehem. 

And  now  we  are  in  a  civil  conflict  see, 
Whether  this  government  shall  live  or 

cease  to  be, 
Thy  Almighty  hand  can  help  us,  I 
know, 

O  my  Father  there  none  else  I  can  go. 

For  the  Union  army  Meade  and  Con- 
federates Lee, 
Near  eighty  thousands  each  standing 

facing  Thee, 
Union  men  ready  to  die  for  country  to 
live, 

Oh  Holy  democracy  unto  them  You  j 
•  did  give. 

Our   everlasting  Father,  a  steadfast 

faith  give  me; 
With  courage  of  fidelity  my  Spirit  to 

see. 

Tomorrow  at  Gettysburg  the  battle  be 
won, 

Not  my  will  but  Thine  shall  be  done. 

Now  the  dawn  of  morning  a  new  day, 
All  night  long  Lincoln's  spirit  did 
pray; 

The  morning  sun  gilds  the  eastern 
|  sky, 

Jesus'  presence  lights  his  life,  never 
to  die. 

Men  are  dying  in  hand-to-hand  fight. 
Twenty-three  thousands  Union  men 

died  for  the  right; 
With  their  own  blood  consecrated  this 

shrine, 

Full  measure  of  devotion  and  dedica 
tion  for  all  time. 

OSCAR  S.  HUNT, 
Eaton. 


Hunt,  Oscar 
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THE  SPIRITUAL  LINCOLN. 

The  image  of  God  was  in  him,  the 
Truth, 

Christ-Jesus  the  Emancipator  of  his 
scul; 

The  Divine  union  with  Father  and 
Son 

In  perfect  love  and  friendship  living 
together; 

A  living  faith  in  heart  and  willing 
hands, 

Courage  of  convictions  and  Christ- 
like fortitude; 
A  living  reality  of  the  Golden  Rule, 
And  in  Jesus'  life  the  beatitudes  re- 
lived; 

A  honest  and  pure  trussing  and  lov- 
ing service; 

To  mankind  in  his  magnanimous 
pariotism 

God    through    Jesus'    life  in  living 

again 

Here  in  the  earth  and  returning  to 
heaven. 

Abraham  Lincoln  with  his  spirit  lit, 
face 

In  humility  so  kind  and  tender  grace; 
That  immorial  love  is  God  in  man 
Greet  your  spirit  now  and  again. 

—OSCAR  HUNT  i 


February  3,  1937 


Mr.  Oscar  S.  Hunt 
5a ton,  Indiana 

Dear  Mr.  Hunt: 

I  have  jour  letter  of  January  31  to  Dr.  Louis 
A.  Warren  of  the  Lincoln  Sational  Life  Foundation. 

There  will  be  a.  delay  of  several  weeks  before 

Dr.  Warren  returns  to  the  city  due  to  his  annual 
speaking  itinerary,  but  I  assure  you  that  upon  his  re- 
turn he  will  take  occasion  to  answer  your  letter. 

It  is  our  trust  that  this  delay  will  not 

inconvenience  you  in  any  way. 

Tours  very  truly 


MAC  *  LH 

M, A. Cook  | 


Librarian 


March  16,  1937 


Oscar  5.  Hunt 
Saton,  Indiana 

Wy  <i©&r  Sirs 

*"if  weeks  ago  a  latter  came  to  my  das".;:  istvish  h-\g  been 
held  for  ray  attention  and  I  now  have  an  opportunity  to  answer  it. 
I  regret  exceedingly  that  we  do  not  haw  any  aworoprlati  OH  hero 
for  tiie  acquisition  of  poems  or  other  Lincoln  material,  to  1  do 
not  know  hov  we  could  cooperate  with  you  to  use  sons  of  yoar 
writings.    We  hone.,  howe/er,  sows  Ifciin©  when  you  are  in  Fort  Wayne 
you  will  have  an  opportunity  to  visit  our  MMHK, 

Very  tr^ly  yours, 


4i 


c 


<2_ 


December  9,  1937 


Mr.  Oscar  S.  Hunt 
ISafccs,  Indiana 

My         Mr.  Hunt: 

•  fail©  m  thank  yon  wry  cmafc  for  ti&n3&n$  of  tig 
with  reference  to  the  iim<*«  ahomt  Lincoln  which  you  wrot®, 
I  do  not  know  of  any  way  we  can  us®  then;. 

fails  wo  always  j$pipat!ii*a  with  any  one  who  Is  in 
ns«d,  I  do  not  know  where  1  could         y:i;ir  po«*  printed 
aa  we  do  not  c  ontataplata  a  poM.lca.tion  hare  wh#r#,it  would 
be  fctffidty. 

Thank  you,  navsrthelesa,  for  forwarding  it  to  txa. 
?©ry  truly  yours. 


©tractor 


T 


Hunter,  Elizabeth  A. 
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"Out  of  the  land  of  long  Tom 
rifles" 


A.  LINCOLN. 


Out  of  the  land  of  long  Tom  rifles, 

Of  Indian  corn  and  sorghum  molasses  he  came, 

No*  without  faults,  not  without  blame, 

A  chawbacon  of  destiny 

Cut  from  Illinois,  Indiana  and  Kentucky. 

Born  and  bred  in  these  border  states 

He  knew  both  South  and  North,  their  loves  and 


This  fencemaker  of  the  Union 

From  the  land  of  hickory,  hawthorn  and  scyamore 
Had  learned  a  fence  was  as  strong  or  as  poor 
As  its  rails.  He  tested  the  axe. 
(The  Union,  he  would  either  slash  or  mend  it.) 


And  rounded  hills  he  was  sent, 
A  chawbacon  of  destiny,  Abe  Lincoln,  to  be  Presi' 


New  Castle,  Ind.  ^      ELIZABETH  HUNTER. 


hates. 


The  rails  he  split  were  also  his  rack, 
But  he  only  knew  to  swing  and  hack 
Until  the  fence  was  whole  and  back 
Around  one  nation. 


Out  of  the  land  of  mighty  rivers 


dent. 


Hunter,  Grace 
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An  hundred  years  have  passed 
away" 


Acrostic. 

An  hundred  years  have  passed  away 
Between  thy  birth  and  this  thy  day; 
Reared  amid  poverty  and  care, 
A  man  thou  earnest  forth  to  bear 
High  on  toward  heavenly   plains  of 
Peace, 

A  nation's  woes,  a  people's  griefs; 
Man  of  sorrows,  with  benevolent  grace 
Liberating  a  friendless,  downtrodden 

race.    ^HPsU^  /  X*Wj\ 
In  all  this  whole  united  land, 
No  one  has  power  to  break  the  band 
Conserved  by  this  thy  work,  thy  life. 
O  thou  who  bore  the  burden  of  the 

strife,  Tfrt'WtKtc.+A'' 
Lincoln,  the  martyr,  highest  in  fame, 
Now  and  forevermore  let  us  place  thy 

name!  A?*  f 

— Grace  Hunter. 


J  WRIGHT 


Hurd,  Harry  Elmore 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


God  made  a  man  to  "bear  the  brunt 
of  hate" 


Abraham  Lincoln 

By  Harry  Elmore  Htjrd 


God  made  a  man  to  bear  the  brunt  of  hate 
When  greed,  waxed  bold,  became  articulate 
In  slavery.     Grown  tall  and  strong  and 
strange, 

He  cleared  an  opening  through  the  tangled 
range 

Of  knowledge,  grinding  his  tempered  intellect 

On  gritty  questions.  Careful  to  select 

The  stoutest  facts,   he  felled  and  hewed 

straight  beams 
With  which  to  frame  the  structure  of  his 

dreams. 

A  borrowed  book  became  to  him  a  light 
Burning  in  his  brain  until  the  night 
Of  ignorance  was  dissipated— and  yet 
His  practicality  did  not  forget 


The  innate  honor  of  the  ax  and  plow. 
To  weed  a  field  of  corn,  to  milk  a  cow, 
To  raise  a  cabin,  to  save  a  mired  shoat, 
To  help  a  neighbor  or  build  a  river  boat, 
Well-planked  and  trim,  remained,  for  him,  a 
mark 

Of  manhood.   Love  led  him  through  the  star- 
less dark 

Of  sorrow,  stooping  his  shoulders,  seaming  his 
face, 

And  further  teaching  him  the  ageless  grace 
Of  fortitude.    When  jack  plane  time  had 

smoothed 
His  angularity,  and  strife  had  proved 
That  he  was  molded  on  titanic  plan, 
God  whispered,  "Countrymen,  behold  a  man!" 
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The  Immortal  Lincoln  "Abraham  Lincoln,  the  king  of 

men  — " 

Christian  Conservator 
Feb.,  9,  A92? 


The  Immortal  Lincoln 

Frank  Walcott  Hutt 

Abraham  Lincoln,  a  king  of  men, 

Made  it  a  rule  to  try 
Over  and  over,  and  over  again 

What  he  would  fain  put  by. 
Abraham  Lincoln  was  loath  to  yield 
Early  or  late,  an  unconquered  field. 

Abraham  Lincoln,  whose  books  were  few, 

Mastered  them  every  word. 
Eager,  undaunted,  by  heart  he  knew 

All  he  had  seen  and  heard. 
Abraham  Lincoln  began  to  rule 
Long,  long  ago,  in  the  backwoods  school. 

Abraham  Lincoln — how  good  to  know 

Once,  as  a  backwoods  lad, 
His  was  the  spirit  to  learn,  and  grow, 

Just  with  the  best  he  had. 
Abraham  Lincoln,  the  boy— 'twas  he 
Cleared  the  brave  path  for  the  man  to  be. 

— The  Boy's  Friend. 


